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the position. I felt obliged to remain at my post and
walked the streets of Prague to watch the parade. Then I
went to see various foreign ^consuls. Most of the officials,
with the exception of those employed in the consular
departments, were in town, and watched the spectacle in
silence. I was in the company of a number of officials
of the Scandinavian embassies, and with a member of the
General Staff, all of whom were silently biting their

The atmosphere was heavy and threatening. The
Germans had 'occupied the most important posts and
strategical points. Escape was practically impossible, as,
according to reports, troops were holding the southern
frontiers and had ^ thus cut us off from Slovakia. My
foreign colleagues, who had only arrived the previous
day, could not leave the country as it would have meant
queuing outside the military headquarters for days to
obtain a visa. Similarly, I could not apply for a visa, as
I still had not received my passport, and I did not dare
apply with my identity papers since I was too well known
to the Gestapo and their agents not to be recognised.
The nights following I spent burning all my documents
and papers and notes, among them piles of valuable
and irreplaceable manuscript, in the three fireplaces of
my flat The porter came to ask whether there was a
fire as passers-by had noticed thick smoke and sparks
coming from the chimney. I told him what I was doing,
and he, to whom I had often explained my optimistic
point of view, asked, * What next ? * When I shrugged
my shoulders, he promised not to let the Gestapo people